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"As are the leaves of the forest, e'en so are the races of
mortals.
Leaves that are scattered to earth by the blasts of
winter, but others
Bud and burgeon anew when spring re-clothes the forest;
So are the races of men; one grows as the other decayeth."
In earlier days the young man had gazed up at these
self-same trees with far other thoughts. Then he was a
boy looking for birds'-nests, or for cockchafers which
enchanted him when they buzzed merrily past, rejoicing
in this fair world, and contented with a sappy green leaf,
with a drop of dew, with a warm sunbeam, and with the
sweet scent of plants. Then the boy's heart was as
joyous as the creatures that flitted round him. But now
his heart had grown older, the faint rays of sunlight had
died, all the flowers had faded, even the fair dream of
love had vanished, and in his poor heart was nothing but
rage and bitterness; and, saddest of all, that heart was
mytieart.
On that day I had returned' to my old native town,
but I did not mean to spend the night there, and
was longing to reach Godesberg, in order to sit at the
feet of my lady friend and talk to her of the little Vero-
nica. I had visited the graves of my dear ones. Of all
my friends and relations I had found living only one
uncle and one aunt. A few known faces I met in the
streets, but no one knew me, and the town itself looked
on me as a stranger; many of the houses had been freshly